FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
little black moustache and wore a silk turban, the fold of
which streamed out when he galloped his horse. The
second was fair, and his grey eyes, rimmed with mascara,
were so engaging that we called him Rudolph Valentino.
He played polo in a close-fitting sweater and white riding
breeches, and when he set his pony at the ball he was as
beautiful as a god . . . and he knew it* The third son, who
wore sports stockings with red lozenges, really had too long a
nose to be considered as attractive as his brothers, but he
was perhaps the nicest of them all. The father, who stooped
slightly, had some heart trouble. During dinner, which
was served in the English way and at which we drank only
water, I was able to study him not only in life but in art,
for an admirably successful portrait of him by lacovleffhung
on the wall opposite me.
The Mir seemed genuinely to be friendly to the English,
for he offered a thousand of his men to fight the unruly
tribes in the Chilas to the south. When I expressed my
admiration for this proof of friendship, George Kirkbride
answered:
"They are sincerely glad of our presence in these mountains
and they have more than one reason for being loyal. We
have given them two precious things: money and—by
putting an end to their guerilla wars—peace. As a matter of
fact, in Kashmir we do all the work in the name of other
people and we get nothing for it.'5 .
Another day we went on a further excursion, eastward to
the edge of a glacier attached to the great Hispar, over
seventy miles long. There we came on an unexpected sight.
For the great ones of this world some folding chairs had
been, brought up and were arranged in a line along the cliff
overlooking the glacier. It was there we picnicked—in rain
that hid the panorama!
At Nagar, as at Baltit, a polo match was arranged for our
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